Summer, an Elegy
Ellen Gilchrist HIS NAME WAS SHELBY after the town where his mother was born, and he was eight years old and all that summer he had to wear a little black sling around the index finger of his right hand. He had to wear the sling because his great-granddaddy had been a famous portrait painter and had paintings hanging in the White House.
Shelby was so high-strung his mother was certain he was destined to be an artist like his famous ancestor. So, when he broke his finger and it grew back crooked, of course they took him to a specialist. They weren't taking any chances on a deformity standing in his way. All summer long he was supposed to wear the sling to limber up the finger, and in the fall the doctor was going to operate and straighten it.
While he waited for his operation Shelby was brought to Bear Garden
Plantation to spend the summer with his grandmother and as soon as he got up every morning he rode over to Esperanza to look for Matille.
He would come riding up in the yard and tie his saddle pony to the fence and start talking before he even got on the porch. He was a beauti ful boy, five months younger than Matille and a head shorter, and he was the biggest liar she had ever met in her life.
Matille was a lonely little girl, the only child in a house full of widows. 
